KELMSCOTT  AND  WILLIAM  MORRIS  199
pastures, thick with hedgerow elms, to Lechlade,
another pretty town with an infinite variety of
habitations. Here again is a fine ancient church
with a comely spire, " a pretty pyramis of stone/'
as the old Itinerary says, overlooking a charming
gabled house, among walled and terraced gardens,
with stone balls on the corner-posts and a quaint
pavilion, the river running below; and so on to a
bridge over the yet slender Thames, where the
river water spouted clear and fragrant into a wide
pool ; and across the flat meadows, bright with
kingcups, the spire of Lechlade towered over the
clustered house-roofs to the west.
Then further still by a lonely ill-laid road. And
thus, with a mind pleasantly attuned to beauty and
a quickening pulse, I drew near to Kelmscott. The
great alluvial flat, broadening on either hand, with
low wooded heights, " not ill-designed/' as Morris
said, to the south. Then came a winding cross-
track, and presently I drew near to a straggling
village, every house of which had some charm
and quality of style, with here and there a high
gabled dovecot, and its wooden cupola, standing
up among solid barns and stacks. Here was a
tiny and inconspicuous church, with a small stone
belfry ; and then the road pushed on, to die away
among the fields. But there, at the very end of
the village, stood the house of which we were in
search; and it was with a touch of awe, with a
quickening heart, that I drew near to a place of